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Sweet  roses  crown  this  sunset  land, 

At  Christmas-tide  they  grow, 
Pink  rose  leaves  are  its  summer  clouds, 
White  petals  are  its  snow. 
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'NEftTH  MONTEREY  PINES 


There  are  voices  in  the  pine  trees, 
Voices  soft  and  low — 

Listen,  listen  to  the  message, 
Hearts  their  own  will  know. 

Soft,  caressing,  are  the  breathings 

Through  the  sunlit  air, 
Happy  ones,  for  you  they  whisper— 
"Life  is  fair,  is  fair." 

Ye  who  wander  in  the  shadows 

Of  a  lonely  way- 
Listen  to  the  pine  trees  telling 

Of  "Some  day,  some  day." 

Full  of  mystery  the  voices 
Voices  soft  and  low, 

Of  the  pines  at  morn  and  even- 
Yet  each  heart  doth  know. 


SIMPLE  LIFE 

Few  are  the  needs  we  have,  love, 
As  we  fare  along  life's  way. 

''A  loaf  of  bread,  a  jug  of  wine," 
And  a  reed  to  joy  the  way. 

Then  don  your  simple  gown,  love, 
And  a  pilgrim's  cloak  of  gray; 

We'll  fare  along,  and  pipe  a  song, 
Dear  love,  on  the  king's  highway. 


"I  SHftLL  FIND 

Not  in  unbounded  space, 

By  sophist's  reason  fed, 

By  master's  wisdom  led 

In  paths  their  followers  trace, 

Shall  I  find  God. 

But  in  the  "Promised  Place," 

For  sake  of  sins  forgiven, 

And  for  my  soul's  love  given, 

I  shall  behold  the  face, 

Of  Christ,  my  Lord. 


1SLAY--WEST  COAST  OF  SCOTLAND 

Painting  bu  William  fldam 


Here's  a  picture  that  I  love, 

Off  the  coast, — a  tiny  isle- 
Cottage  thatched  with  yellow  straw 
On  which  morning  sun  doth  smile. 

Foreground  of  wild,  sedgy  grass, 
—Half  of  earth,  and  half  of  sea — 

Twa  coo  beauties,  red  and  black, 
Feeding  there  contentedly. 

Point  of  softly-tinted  rocks 
Out  into  the  sea  doth  stray. 

Over  all  the  tender  light 
Of  a  perfect  summer  day. 


ft  SUMMER  DAY 


Blue  hills  rise  from  the  sea, 

When  mist-veils  roll  away. 
The  pines  are  touched  with  gold, 

This  perfect  summer  day. 

White  sails  of  fisherfolk 

Seem  butterflies  at  play. 
Sing,  heart  of  mine,  0,  sing, 

This  perfect  summer  day. 

I  am  always  looking:  for  rainbows — 
Are  you? 

And  amid  storm  swept  skies  for  bits  of 
Bright  blue. 

And  sometimes  I  find  them,  the  rainbows- 
Do  you? 

And  oft  times  they  greet  me,  the  bits  of 
Bright  blue. 


ft  HEftRT  CRY 

Once  'twas  mine,  the  picture  that  I  love  so  well— 
Oh,  so  well. 

Love  for  me,  his  mother  in  that  boyish  face, 
I  could  trace. 

And  his  eyes  of  summer  azure  seemed  to  see 
Only  me. 

Earliest  of  sunbeams  kisssed  his  burnished  hair — 
Oh  so  fair. 

On  the  wall  it  hung  that  awful,  April  day, 

I  away, 

None  was  there,  my  picture  child,  to  rescue  thee, 

Pity  me. 

Day  of  earthquake's  sudden  terror,  awful  shock- 
Flames  that  mock. 

Raging  flames  of  the  Inferno's  lurid  glow — 
Down  below 

Did  you  plead  my  darling?  Beg  the  flames  to  stay? 
Plead  and  pray? 

Plead  to  spare  you  for  your  mother's  eyes  to  see? 
Plead  for  me? 


CYCLE,  OF  SONGS- "THE  ROSE 
LOVE  IS  GflLLING 

There's  a  rose  vine  tapping  at  the  window 
Can  it  be 

Tis  a  token  that  sweet  love  i*  calling, 
Calling  thee? 

Open  thou  the  casement  when  the  rose  vine 
Calleth  thee. 

Listen  to  it — sweeter  than  its  message 
Naught  can  be. 


A  PINK  ROSE  UPON  THE,  SANDS 
To  flnna  Frances  Briggs 

There's  a  pink  rose  lying  upon  the  sands. 

Did  you  see  her,  pines?     Has  she  passed  this 

way? 
Her  eyes  are  as  blue  as  the  summer  skies, 

And  her  face  as  fair  as  a  dreamland  day. 

In  her  sunny  hair  was  a  pale  pink  rose, 

Her  dress  was  as  white  as  the  sea's  soft  spray 

0,  pine  trees  that  grow  on  the  cold,  brown  rocks, 
Did  the  girl  I  love  on  the  headland  stray? 


AS  ft  ROSE, 


Soft  petals  of  a  rose 

Are  falling  on  the  garden  way. 

The  rose  that  was  the  queen 

Of  this  fair,  golden,  summer  day. 

Love  blossomed  like  a  rose 
In  happy  garden  of  my  heart. 
It  faded  soon,  and  in 
My  life,  no  longer  has  a  part. 

None  can  restore  the  rose 
When  once  its  tender  petals  fall, 
Nor  to  the  heart  again 
A  love  grown  cold  and  dim,  recall. 
Set  to  music  by  Flaxington  Harker 


IN  SUNLIGHT  flND  SHADE 

White  sails  of  the  fisherfolk  drift  on  the  bay, 
There  are  voices  in  pine  trees  lone. 
And  the  hills  are  sapphire  burnished  with  gold. 
Art  thou  happy,  mine  own,  mine  own  ? 

The  boats  of  the  fisherfolk  fly  to  the  shore, 
There  is  fog  where  the  sunbeams  shone, 
White  tatters  of  fog  hide  the  splendor  of  hills, 
Art  thou  happy,  mine  own,  mine  own? 


SUNRISE  ON  MONTEREY  BAY 

The  Morning  Star 

Rose-pink  along  the  eastern  hills, 
Reflected  on  the  brightening  sea. 

A  sudden  flame,  burning  all  stars 
Save  one  alight  o'er  cypress  tree. 


THE  INFINITY  OF  STflRS 

Take  out  beneath  the  golden  dust  of  stars 
Thy  stormy  heart. 

There  learn  beneath  the  countless  shining  worlds, 
How  small  thou  art. 

What  matter  if  you  mourn,  or  laugh,  or  rage- 
Stars  still  will  shine, 

In  space,  and  earth,  and  air,  and  sea  how  small 
A  part  is  thine. 


MY  NEIGHBOR 

Who  is  my  neighbor?  It  is  he 
Who  plants  a  flower  in  my  way, 
To  make  the  world  a  brighter  place 
Upon  a  sea-gray,  sunless  day. 


OftKLflND     BERKELEY     flLflMEDfl 

O,  close-clasped  towns  across  the  bay, 
Whose  lights  like  gleaming  jewels  stray, 
A  ruby,  golden  splendid  way, 
When  day  from  earth  has  flown. 
I  watch  you  lighting  night  by  night, 
0,  twisted-strands  of  jewels  bright, 
The  altar-fires  of  home,  alight — 
1  who  am  all  alone. 


ft  GftPTIVE 

The  moon  looks  out  through  purple  bars  to-night 

Upon  the  sea. 

Release  the  prisoner,  0,  fitful  winds, 

I  cry  to  thee. 

Bid  her  a  queen,  come  forth  attended  by 
Bright,  shining  stars. 

Sweep  from  her  rippled-pathway  o'er  the  waves 
The  shadow-bars. 
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THE  SENTINEL  TREE, 

Cypress  Point,  California 


A  giant  sentinel,  alone  it  stands 
On  rocky  headland  where  the  breakers  roar, 
Parted  from  piney  woods  and  pebbled  shore, 
Holding  out  branches  as  imploring  hands, 
Poor,  lonely  tree,  where  never  bird  doth  make 
Its  nest,   or  sing  at  morn  and  eve  to  thee; 
Nor  in  whose  shadow  wild  rose  calleth  bee 
To  come  on  gauzy  wing  for  love's  sweet  sake. 
Nature  cares  for  thee,  gives  thee  sunshine  gold, 
Handfuls  of  pearls  cast  from  the  crested  waves 
For  the  pink-throated  shells  soft  murmurs  hold, 
And  seaweed- vested  chorists  chant  in  caves. 
Whence  came  thee,  lone  one,  of  an  alien  band, 
To  guard  an  outpost  of  this  sunset  land? 
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CONSOLATION 

For  all  of  us  who  lost  our  homes    by    earthquake 
and  fire  in  San  Francisco,  April  18,  1906. 


0,  thou  whose  home  is  turned  to  ashes  cold  and 

white — 

Thou,  who  before  the  awful  flames  affrighted  fled, 
Dost  thou  remember  in  thy  grief  and  sorrowing, 
That  He,   who  loved  us  had  not  where  to  lay  his 

head? 


PROPHECY  OF  THE  ROSE 

A  New  San  Francisco 

Over  a  ruin  a  rose  vine  climbeth 

Wreathing  a  broken  stair, 
Clinging  to  wall,  and  to  broken  casement, 

Once  a  garden  was  there. 

Rose  of  the  ruin,  thou  art  prophetic, 

E'en  as  it  is  with  thee, 
Out  of  gray  ashes  shall  rise  a  city, 

Queen  of  the  sunset  sea. 
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